Francois stepped forward:

"Before taking my leave. . . .*

"It's not a job for a young man, I know. It is an
unpleasant experience. You must forgive us.*'

Marthe had gone on ahead, walking briskly. A loud
commotion sounded from the road. A travelling
circus was passing. Pot-bellied little ponies with
rough and ill-kempt coats were following along be-
hind a green-painted van. A woman came into the
house through the open door, offering for sale sur-
prise-packets done up in newspaper. Confronted by
the silence of the inmates, she turned away with her
basket.

"I ask your pardon, ladies and gents all, I didn't
know."

Paulo watched from a window the passing of the
little gaudily-coloured procession. He clapped his
hands at sight of a monkey which was pulling faces
and clowning.

Francois moved quietly into the death-chamber.
There was a lump in his throat. It came to him that
in half an hour at most he would be in his father's
house. Luncheon would be served in the dining-room
smelling of stale bread. They would have to be careful
about opening the shutters. He pushed open the door
with the same trembling fear he used to feel when
his father sat waiting for him at the far end of his
study with a financial newspaper in his hand, and his
spectacles pushed up on his forehead.

And it was, indeed, his father waiting for him
there upon the bed, his gaze confined under thin blue
lids. His father dead and cold for all eternity.
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